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And overturns him.
And near inurns him,

And lights on a nether twig, when its brush
Starts off a volley of other lodging lumps with a rush.

The steps are a blanched slope,
Up which, with feeble hope,
A black cat comes, wide-eyed and thin ;
And we take him in.

THOMAS HARDY

DUBLIN ROADS

WHEN you were a lad that lacked a trade,

Oh, many's the thing you'd see on the way           10

From Kill-o'-the-Grange to Ballybrack,

And from Cabinteely down into Bray,

When you walked these roads the whole of a day.

High walls there would be to the left and right,

With ivies growing across the top,

And a briary ditch on the other side,

And a place where a quiet goat might crop,

And a wayside bench where a man could stop,

A hen that had found a thing in her sleep,

One would think, the way she went craw-craw-cree,

You would hear as you sat on the bench was there, 21

And a cock that thought he crew mightily,

And all the stir of the world would be

A cart that went creaking along the road,
And another cart that kept coming a-jiear ;
A man breaking stones; for bits of the day
One stroke and another would come to you clear,
And then no more from that stone-breaker.
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